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and followed there by a baby walk, meandered lazily
and ever refreshingly between Lilliputian mountains
and close - clipped  fruit-trees,  between  stalking
bronze stocks and roughly-hewn stone lanterns,
all succeeding each other in haphazard sequence,
yet all undeviatingly following a traditional plan.
Touched by the unfailing courtesy of my young
cicerone and charmed with the outlook of things in
general, I sat myself down on the top floor and
presently little Miss Asano, all smiles, came tripping
down the room in quick little sliding steps with a
tray in her hand, stopped for an instant a couple of
steps away, made a low, graceful bow, then ap-
proached, laid the tray down, bowed again, retired
a couple of steps, bowed for the third time, turned
round and toddled away just as swiftly and as
prettily as before. I partly got up and returned each
bow punctiliously, but an American youth next to
me sat grinning when the same dainty creature
brought the tray to him and bowed, which so
annoyed me that I could scarcely help " digging into
his side " and whispering in his ear, " Get up, man,
get up and bow."   The tray had a tiny cup of tea
with some sweets placed on a red-ochre paper.   I
sipped the tea and tasted the sweets and when I had
finished, my pretty little lady musume came running
in again, went once more through all the elaborate
ceremonial bowing, wrapped up the left-over sweets
in the red paper and handing the packet on to me
retired bowing.   Shortly after we were taken down
to what we were told was a drawing-room, where
we were served with tea, cakes, and ices in the